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The Poet Buffoond, xt, [ 


T a late Lotteries Deciſion, 
A Among the gaping Crowds Diviſion, 
A Much lke the Loſers and the Winners, 
One Smitiler and two hundred Grinners ; 
A Brother of the Quill of Gooſe, 
Made bold to let ſome Doggrels looſe ; 
In paltry Rhime to make a Sally, 
And the tair Feminine Vent'rers rally. 
This harmleſs Gall in Ink thus blended, 
So much incenſt the tair offended, 
That ſtrait a Common Council call'd, 
To have the ſawcy Scribler maull'd ; 
This weighty Cauſe and high Pretenſion,-. 
The Summons to this Great Convention; : 2 
Th whole Tribe, Wife, Widow, Virgin, Miſs;-. } 
All met to dip their Rods in Piſs ; C | 
Together flockt for Storm like Porpus,-. 
Or Bacchanals for flogging Orphers ; 
Bloodier than Pilgrims from Iago : 
And thus firſt ſpoke a fair Virago: 
Ladies, when firſt we did convene, . 
In Dreams of Gold, 'twas that ſweet Scene, -. 1 
When tickling [Hopes ſwell'd high as Bumper, 
For three fair thouſand Pounds ; a Lumper, . 
In one ſoft Hand, enough to move 


The whole Machines of Life and Love. 
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Ji Love, did TI ſay ! ot Reaſon DT - 
'Ts the great Enfvr Fleſh and Blood. x 
Altho' we long for Procreation, IP 


Tis not for the empty Titillation, 
But for th? Service. of the Nation ; 
In loyal Truth and hearty Zeal, 
For building Props tor dy FP ! 
' Do we not lee the ſad Fatality, 
Of Yon-lide Herring-ponds Mortality ! 
And, therefore, 'tis we want the joys 
Of Love, for railing thumping Boys, 
To make Recruits of young Commanders, 
+ And rear a Nurſery for Flanders. 
| If Fortune ſmiles, [ know not why, 
Bat ſuch a {imple Girl as 7, 
May nurſe:up Heroes trom my Veins, 

. The Mother of ſome young Lorrains. 

And ſhall a whifflng, ſ1cribling Cur, 
Make all this tnappiſh Notte and Stir :: 
Becauſe at Fortune's Shrine devoutly, 

' We paid our Oriſons ſo ſtoutly 

| | "For the Great Prize, for Golden Darts, 

Loves fureſt Shafts for wounding Hearts. 

© We'd have the barking Doggrel Poet, 

* -And the whole inerling World to know it ; 
In our warm Zeal Loves Joys to crown, 
We lay this glorious Maxim down. 

The Jtch lies not in tickling Placket, 
i [Bat in the jerking Monfieurs Jacket. 
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A City Matron ſtood up next, 
And thus held forth on the ſame Text. 
Madam, ſaid ſhe, to your Applauſe, 


. You've play'd the Champion of our Cauſe. 


But Curs will bite : The Fop 1o witty, 
Made ſome Flirts too againſt the City : 
Told me, I pray'd thave great Prize drawn, 
To keep a Spark of Nerve and Brawn, 

To help my ſpiny Breed. Oh ho! 

My dogrel Rhimer, do ſo! 

Does the dull Grabſtreet Bard, poor Sot, 
Think that ſmall Trip a Cheapfde Plot ! 

Can the falſe Cry he makes ſo much on, 


Lay any bar on my fair Scutcheon ? 
I'd have him know, to bauk his Nonſenſe, 


I play the Dali/ah with a Conſcience. 
At Burg----s Lecture turn up white 


Tth* Morn ; and kiſs my Spark at Night. 


To graft my creſted Husband's Horn, 
Oat of vile Wantonneſs I ſcorn, 
Lewdneſs that crying Sin in faſhion, 
Was always my Abomination. 

Ahno! to blow my blooming Roſe, 

I twine my Arms and ſpread my I oes, 
Ith' hearty fear of Heav'n, G---- knows. 
Ah, Madam, did you know my Grief 
And crying Wants that call Relief ; 
With weeping Eyes I ſadly ſing 

My Limberham at home, poor Thing, 
Is that dull Drone without a Sting. 
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(4) 
'Tis therefore, that I keep a Gallant, 
Becauſe I wou'd not hide my Talent. 
Can Have and Hold, for Worſe or Better, 


— 


Of Canon-Law, the formal Letter, 

Be ſuch a diſmal Yoke and Fetter, 

T' oblige us without Senſe and Reaſon, 

'Gainſt ſoveraign Nature tact that Treaſon, 

As to let {lip our teeming Seaſon ? 

Goodnels forbid-----In ſuch a Caſe, 

We weak backſ{liding Babes of Grace, 

Thoſe ſmall Allowance-grains may give ; 

For every thing you know wou'd hve. 

Or if a Sin, 'tis none of ours, 

It lies all at our Fumblers doors : 

And let them look to their Damnation : 

Enough we ſeek our own Salvation ; 

Sport at our innocent Lamb-play, 

And chooſe to Heav'n the ſweeteſt way. 

If they want Lurchers for our Warren, 

The Game abroad is not ſo barren ; . 

Nor we ſuch Fools, for Reaſons twenty, 

To freeze in Summer, ſtarve in Plenty. 
Madam, another Dame replyed, 

Your Cauſe you've amply juſtifyed : 

' T have a Husband, none oth' beſt too, 

' And graft him juſt the ſelf-ſame Creſt too. 

| Not that I've your high Charge to lay ; 

Mine, true, is Man enough that way. 

Has Youth, Wit, Humour, Shape and Size, 


So loyely in the Female Eyes. 
But 
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But his great Fault not to diſſemble, 
His Heart's no bigger than my Thimble : 
And for that CaulſeT fork his Poll ; 
For I hate Cravens from my Soul. - 1 

Hold, Madam, cry'd her Left-hand Mate, 
You run on at too-brisk a Rate. * 
'Tis fit we ſeriouſly diſpute, 
Conſider firſt, 'ere we cornute. " 
For Cuckoldom and its Appurt'nance, 
Are things of Weight and of Importance. 
Brow- Antlers, not: like Muſhroom ſhoots, . 


Should ſpring up from ſubſtantial Roots. - 


And by our common Crabſtock Laws, 
Should not be grafted without Caule.' 
Before Spouſe rid in Cuckolds Haven, . 
Had you good Proofs he was a Craven | 2 

Good Proofs ! - replyed the angry Dame; - 
Ah Madam, urge no more my ſhame : 
For oh ! totalk my Wrongs yet lake: of 
Yes, I have Witneſs with a Powder. 

To make his Craven-breed plain out, . 
Beyond the ſhadow of -a- Doubt ; 

He was, in ſhort, a' Member: Toyaly. 
Of the disbanded Reg----t R------ 

When the young Dames had paſt their Votes, 
Andall chirp'd Love in ſeveral Notes ; 
At laſt the toothleſs Beldam: erumbled, 
And thus her Indignation mumbled, 
Your raſcal Rhimer-with his Jeers, 
Paid no more Reverence to my Years 
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'Bat ſaid, I pray'd for the great Sum, 
.. To buy new Coral for old Gum. 
|| Young Sauce, what then? [t harm. to pray for't,- 
|| Or get a Play-thing when we.pay for't ? 
What tho" with Charity we borrow, 


| Our Copulation-Feats t'our Sorrow, 
| Lay no Foundation for to: Morrow ? 


' Asout oth* Verge of Propagation ; ; 

| Love has no Superanuat1on. 
The Female Seaſon's never-paſt :. 
Our dancing Days hold-out toth! laſt. 
Here a whole general Hum;went round, 
_ T applaud the Beldam's Senſe profound ; 
| Her Wiſdom, Politicks and'Gravity, 
+ [Had reacht the, depthjoth' whole Concavity. 
||| Dull Men, our Sex 10 far unlike, 
| \We have Stcels when they*'veno Flints to ſtrike. 
| __'When ſeveral long Diſputes had Patt, 
It came toth? Grand, Reſolve at laſt:; 
After a Meſs of Chat moſt plenty, 

T7” a Nemine Contradicente, : 
[That in th' Incloſure Wedlock Grange, 
| i Or Cuckoldoms more open Range, 
' The Vein of Loves ſoft Titillation, 

Was the great Work of their Creation. 
Beſides, 'twas the whole Courts: Opinion, 

_ That Love is perfealy Dominion, -,' 

Andasin every other Throne, | : 

| Whether by Twenty fill'd or One;. . 


De facto or -De Jure {way : 
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T hat ſteers our managd Helm a Lee ; 

Or a whole Brotherhood Common-weal, 

Sit forty Stamps t'our one broad Seal. 

That's as our Conſtitutions bear, 

Or our Love's Throne has room to ſpare. - 
Reign long, ſhort ; Spouſe in peace or ſtrife, 
With drudging Scepter for whole Lite ; 
Or a more ſhort Reign-power in play, 

Set up High-Steward for a day : 

Whatever to our Seat we lift, 

Prerogative in Loves but Gift ; 

Husband or Gallant, either way, 
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All challenge equal Claim divine, 
Or 1n,. or out of the right Line. 

The Settlement of Love thus ſtated, 
And the whole amorous Cauſe debated ; 
What has the ſcribling Fop -pull'd down, 
From their moſt dreadful too juſt Frown * 
Audacious Snarler as to dare, 
7hus boldly ridicule the Fair : 

For no mote Fault, but bending Knee, 
To Cupid's Siſter-Deity ; 
Fortune the blind and the adored, 
Perhaps with: too warm Zeal implored ; 
That verial Feminine Þigottry, 
To draw the lumping Prize 1in Lottery ; 
Only ſoft Talent to improve, 
And lay't out all in hearty Love. 
D oO 
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But now to come toth' diſmal Chapter, 
His Penance for Poetick'Rapture ; 

Some hearty Pray'rs were backwards read, 
To pour down Vengeance on his Head. 
Firſt, if to Grace, from Feminine Gender, 
This Doggrel-monger's a Pretender ; 

May ev'n his beſt Heroicks Parrat, 

Only to dirty Drab 1n Garrat. 

Hanging's a doom, too 1oft, to chooſe him : 
No let the Knot of Wedlock nooſe him : 
Tie him to ſome hot-blooded Scamper, 


Her Veins all Merc'ry, his all Camphire ; 


As ſhall his towring Freat bedight, 
The monumental Mum-glaſs height. 


To this Houſe-plaguein T win-conjun&ion, - 


The common Curie oth' I hread-bare Fun&ion : 


May the Pernaſſus hungry Delver, 

Ne're dig up even a Rhime to Silver. 

Livings and Lands be more unknown, 

Then the North-point oth' frozen Zone. 

Not even one Foot in's own Eutopia ; 

Bat his whole Portion, Cornucopra. ES 
The Poet damn'd with ſuch dire Dudgeon, 

And left to ſwallow this hard Gudgeon ; 

Strait a new Cauſe was calld : The Queſtion 


Was here put round, with what Digeſtion, 


After their Longings and their Shortens, 

They bore their own to blank Misfortunes. 
One Damlſel op'd her Boſome frank, 

And {wore that when her Lot ris blank, 


It 


es 5 | 
It ſtruck ther Heart, ſo all oth” finddein; ; 
As made her give the Crow a Padding. 
How, ſays her Neighbour, is that all ! 
I had a ſadder Chance befal. 
For, when ſweet Expectation croſt, 
I faw my Hopes and Longings loſt ; 
It gave my Heart fo {ad a break, 
I vow it made me ſpring a Leak. 
I find my ſelf in that ſtrange taking ; s | 
(Sortiefhlitn s the Fault) that Sleep or Waking; j 
In ſpight of all my beſt Preventives, . | 
I ſwear I've loſt my whole Retentives. 
Here a fair Maudlin that ſtood by, 
Put Finger into lovely Eye. 
Name not (ſhe cry'd; your puny Los, . 
Compared with my dire Weeping-Crols.-. 
My Lots all blank and Hopes come ſhort-all,., 
Not Doſe of Savin half ſo mortal, 
It \track me ſo, indeed it did ; 
Alas, it made me drop a Kid. | 
Short of my time full three Months ſcantling; . ' 
Miſcarried of the ſweeteſt Bantling, 
The faireſt well-got thumping Boy, 
The Fathers Hope and Mothers Joy. 
A fair Companion by her ſide : .. 
To this ſad Story thus reply'd. 
Madam, 'tis true, your Loſs was grievous; 
But my hard Fortune's more miſchievous. 
Your Grief has loſt one Boy, no more : 
But mine will loſe me half a ſcore. 
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'#; It Ricks ſo cloſe,; that ſo beguil'd,. 
{ TI fear thas my whole Cs ſpoil. 
Of all Delights t'has ſo bereft me, 
The very ſweets of Love has left me. 


'Tis true, Vhave Cock oth” Game (be't ſpoke 


This Glory). (good as e're ſtruck ſtroke. 
Yet when Lind Spouſe beſtirs his Stumps, 
I meet him in ſuch ſad cold Dumps, 
From all my once {oft Twines and Hug, 
I'm growna perfect Drone and Slug ; 
For oh ! thoſe hideous Sorrows ſeize me, 
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That ev'n poor Play-thing cannot pleaſe me : 


Tio bemoan me and bedole me, 

That not Benevolence can conſole me. 
Here Nan, the Jolly Vintners Daughter, 

Burſt out into a downright Laughter. 

Oh Rome.! (ſhe cry'd) it 1s decreed, 

That Miracles are not.ceas'd indeed. 

A Grief ſo mort, not taſte Love's Joy ! 

Woman fo fick, as paſt the Toy! 

FT our Sexes Wonder and Confuſion, 

I know not what's your Conſtitution. 

For my own Griefs, [11 boldly ſay, 

; Maine workt the clean contrary way. 

: No ſooner came the dolefal found, + 
_SJd drawn in Blanks a whole five Pound, 
But to cheer upmy drooping Head, 
Itook-our Drawer, Frank, to Bed. 
Forcd a kind Cup of Love to borrow, 
To lighten Lofles and drown Sorrow. 
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